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Chapter I


Backpacking and Bondage

 

The third girl
stumbled and almost brought all three of them crashing to the dusty
path.  The rope linking their neck collars jerked the first
two girls to a halt as the third went down to her knees.

She knelt there,
large breasts rising and falling with her panting, eyes closed
against the bright sun and in exhaustion.  Sweat glistened on
all three bodies.  A fourth woman slowly walked over to the
kneeling girl who immediately looked up with fear in her
eyes.  Silently she pleaded for rest with her eyes, because
her mouth was gagged and could not.

But the woman
ignored the pleas.  She stood over the bound and nearly naked
woman, slowly, expectantly tapping a coiled black leather whip
against her knee.

The kneeling girl
got the message.  With difficulty, because of her arms being
cruelly bound and useless behind her, she rose to her feet. 
Without a word being exchanged, all three bound women continued
their forced march through the forest.

 

* * * *
*

 

The water was snow
runoff from the higher mountains, so Lynn made it a very quick bath
and retreated back to the warm sunlight.  She lay back on a
flat rock to let her body dry, and felt very good.  Through
closed eyes she could see the sun as a red haze and could feel it
on her skin.  She could also feel the afternoon breeze
starting.  It caressed her body ever so gently and whispered
in the pine trees.

For a long time
after she was dry, Lynn remained on the rock, feeling utterly at
peace with herself and with the world.  Here, lying naked in
the sun, she was free.  Forgotten was the constant rush and
noise of the newspaper office, threatening deadlines, and angry
editors.  Out in the pine covered mountains she could relax as
never in the city.  So, whenever she could, she took vacation
and fled the smog and traffic.  Hiking alone deep into those
mountains far from the nearest road, Lynn could find peace.

Finally she
stretched and arose to dress.  After repacking her camping
gear and sleeping bag, she headed east, figuring to cover five
miles cross-country at an easy pace before making camp for the
night.  There was a week and four days left on her vacation
and no hurry to get anywhere.  A little after three in the
afternoon, she sat to rest on a fallen tree.  It was then that
she heard the noise.

It was not loud,
just a sound down the valley, almost lost in the song of the wind
dancing through the pine needles.  But it was a sound that did
not belong.

Lynn listened
carefully.  Had she really heard a crack like a whip and a
muffled cry of pain?  Nothing more came but Lynn was still
bothered.  The first part might not have been a whip crack,
perhaps only the breaking of a dry stick, but the other part had
sounded like someone in pain.  If someone were hurt, she
should investigate.

She smiled at that
thought.  What could be more logical than for an investigative
reporter than to investigate?

She moved down the
valley in the direction she thought the sound had come from. 
She found the path just before she heard the sound of people
walking.  Without pausing to analyze her reason, she hid
behind a young pine.

This was an area of
dense pines with only an occasional shaft of yellow sunlight
spearing all the way to the ground.  The forest floor was
covered with green ferns and occasionally dotted with small,
colorful wild flowers.

The hikers came into
view and Lynn muttered, “What the hell?” to herself.

A reporter has to
expect the unexpected, but this was pretty wild.  There were
four women.  All young, all pretty, all well built.  And
three of them were tied with ropes and gagged!

With a reporter’s
mind she noted facts even as her emotional side had trouble
believing.  Each of the bound three was dressed in a pair of
black lace panties and jogging shoes.  And that was all. 
Each had her arms bound behind her back with white rope.  Two
had their wrists crossed and the elbows tied with a small distance
between them.  The third was tied with her wrists facing each
other and her elbows touching.  It looked like a painful way
to be tied.  Both of the crossed-wrists were blondes, while
the elbows-touching was a redhead.  All three were gagged with
a rubber ball held in their mouths by a strap.  Each also wore
a wide leather collar.  A few feet of rope tied between the
collars linked the girls in line.

As each girl passed
Lynn’s hiding place, she had a good look at the girl and her
bondage.  It was obvious to Lynn that each of them had been
tied by someone who had every intention of making escape impossible
and did not care much if the girl was comfortable or not. 
Even the gag straps looked very tight.

They must have been
walking for some time because each body was glistening with
perspiration.  Six breasts bounced in time to the forced
march.  Eight, if you counted the pair belonging to the
unbound girl.

The fourth girl was
obviously the overseer of the bound trio.  She wore a bikini
along with the jogging shoes.  She also carried a short black
whip.  Only about thirty inches long, the stiff braided
leather looked very businesslike.  Lynn somehow knew it was
not there for show.  She guessed that it would really hurt if
used upon bare flesh.

As the overseer
passed, Lynn had to do a double take.  She had never seen a
leather bikini before.  The wearer of that skimpy black
leather bathing suit was an oriental girl with long black hair and
very dark eyes.  She was shorter than either blonde, even a
fraction less than the not very tall redhead.  But with their
arms bound and her holding that mean-looking whip, there was no
doubt about who was the boss.

Their fast pace took
them by Lynn and down the path.  Waiting until they were far
enough off so they would not hear her, she followed.  And as
she followed, she was thinking furiously.

Lynn had heard about
white slavery before but never really expected to ever see
it.  Those poor girls were obviously being delivered
somewhere.  That short whip explained the crack she had
heard.  She wondered which of them had been on the receiving
end.

All her reporter’s
instincts were aroused, her news antennae standing at full
attention.  There was a story here and she was instantly all
reporter and on the job.  Mentally, she reviewed everything
she had ever heard about white slavery.  She had never
investigated it herself, but recalled hearing comments at the
office and reading some articles in other publications.

Young girls, usually
runaways, were kidnapped in the cities and taken to some
out-of-the-way place to be held for shipment out of the
country.  Sometimes they were “trained” to be submissive sex
objects before shipment.  She recalled hearing that a properly
trained girl, one able to please a man in many ways, would bring a
very large price in countries where the law and authorities are
controlled by those few with the big money.

Had there not been a
raid last year somewhere in Oregon?  A ranch where they found
ten girls chained to beds and being trained to work in
whorehouses?  Lynn vaguely remembered something like that.

She knew she was not
an expert on white slavery, but she was certain that these girls
were being marched to a way-station on their trip to sexual slavery
in the harem of some oil sheik.  Or something like that. What
else could it be?

The idea crossed her
mind that it was odd they would be moved so openly in daylight, and
so obviously prisoners.  Lynn frowned at that.  But then,
she reminded herself, this valley was dozens of miles from the
nearest road.  It would take a hiker days to reach here, just
as it had taken her.  And most of this area was heavy pine
forest.  An aircraft, even if it flew right overhead, would
see nothing on the ground under the trees.

But where did they
come from and where were they going?  Lynn doubted that they
had marched as far as she had.  And, as far as she knew, there
was nothing for at least fifty miles in the direction they were
heading.

Lynn could not
answer the questions, so she just filed them away.  A
reporter’s mind is like that.  Filed, but not forgotten.

They set a good pace
and Lynn soon found herself sweating.  She wished she did not
have to carry that heavy pack.  She even envied the prisoners
because they wore so little clothing on what had become a hot
afternoon.  It would be nice to stop and take off the pack and
shirt, and maybe her bra, but she was afraid she might lose track
of this strange hiking party so she pressed on, hoping the journey
would soon end.

Fortunately it
did.  Near the end of the valley the prisoners made a sharp
turn around a small rise and disappeared.  When Lynn rounded
the rise, she stopped cold.

The girls and their
overseer were nowhere in sight, but that did not matter much
because Lynn knew where they had gone.  The house was an
impressive as it was unexpected.  Nestled in among the pines
was a rambling, large house, done in early California Mission
style.  Some of the house was two stories, but most was only
one.  The walls were all painted brilliant white, reflecting
the afternoon sun.  The roof was red tile.  The building
was surrounded closely by tall pines.

Lynn left the trail
and climbed to the top of the rise to get a better look. 
There were several areas adjacent to the house that were enclosed
by high brick walls painted the same white.  Just below her
was a very high chain link fence that went off to her left and
right until it disappeared into the trees.  She guessed that
it went completely around the house, maybe enclosing a hundred
acres or more.

Beyond the house she
could see some blue between the trees.  Probably a small lake
feed by the stream she could see dancing down the mountainside to
the right.  Pulling her binoculars from the pack, she lay on
the ground and scanned the huge house carefully.  Except for a
brief movement at one window that she could not identify, she saw
no signs of the girls or anyone.

Lynn’s heart was
beating fast as she put down the binoculars.  Here was
something big; a real story if she could get enough details. 
And some photos.  She must not forget the photos.  A good
story has good photos to back it up.  And, boy, would these be
good!  She patted the pack where the 35mm camera and telephoto
lens were.  She had been using them on wildlife, but now they
would help her capture something else pretty wild.

There might even be
an award or two in it for her.  Images of fame and fat raises
danced in her mind.

The sun would be
setting in a couple hours, making it hard to see much.  She
would backtrack up the valley a ways, then make a camp off the
trail and out of sight of the house.  At first light tomorrow
she would begin some serious spying.

 

* * * *
*

 

A million stars
blazed their glory from horizon to horizon over Lynn’s sleeping
bag.  As the last embers of her deliberately small campfire
were dying, she lay comfortably in her bag on a bed of pine
needles.

She wanted to get to
sleep so she could be up early, but sleep was elusive.  The
images of those bound girls would not leave Lynn.  She could
close her eyes and see every detail of their rope-bound and
helpless bodies.  Almost as if in slow motion, she could see
the bouncing of those young breasts as the forced march pushed them
along.  As if with a close-up lens, she could see the indented
flesh were the ropes cut into their arms, especially on that
redhead.  Lynn remembered how the ropes had mashed her elbows
together.  The short redheaded girl must have been in constant
pain.

A shiver ran through
Lynn as she thought of how that must have felt.  The cruel
bondage had thrust the girl’s breasts out boldly.  Why was
that redhead bound so much more tightly? Lynn wondered.  Had
she done something to earn the overseer’s displeasure?  It
must be terrible to be a prisoner, she thought, physically helpless
and under complete control of that strange oriental woman.

Lynn stirred
restlessly in her sleeping bag.  Her hands ran down her body,
slid under the band of the panties, and rested lightly over the
curly hair guarding her sex.  Without realizing she was doing
it, the fingers began softly stroking.

Perhaps those girls
were to be trained inside that white house - trained to please a
man in every way possible, to be a love slave with no thought of
her own satisfaction, only that of her owner, her master.

Lynn wondered how a
woman could be so trained.  Images of painful scenes flashed
before her.  The girls would be kept in constant restraint,
either by ropes or chains.  And, if they did not respond
properly, there would be whips and...

Lynn’s body was
responding, warming, tingling with a glow that centered in her
pussy and spread outward.  “Damned,” she thought.  It had
been too long since she had a man.  About two weeks now, but
that is a long time for a healthy young girl of twenty-two. 
Too bad she had not asked Dave to come along.  Then she
laughed inwardly.  The sight of those bound, naked girls would
probably have given him too many ideas.  Which might not have
been so bad, she added as her fingers gently toyed with her
clit.

Under their soft
massage, Lynn’s body responded with more and more passion until it
was tense and arched within the sleeping bag.  Images flashed
across her mind’s eye, images of Dave and his lovely, muscled,
naked body; images of that massive tool he used so well to
penetrate her and bring so much pleasure to her.  But there
were images of bound and naked female bodies too.  The images
intermixed until she was seeing Dave thrusting hard between the
widespread legs of a bound girl.  The girl’s arms were bound
severely behind her back with thin cord cutting cruelly into her
flesh as she lay on her back.  Lynn knew the girl in that
image was herself.

The bag trembled and
small moans escaped as she hit the sexual high she so
desired.  She was slowly floating down from that high when she
fell asleep.  Overhead the brilliant stars watched down.

But unknown to Lynn,
more than just stars watched down on her.  In the shadows
higher up on the mountain, two dark shapes lay prone against a
fallen log on which they rested high-powered binoculars.  One
watched the large white house and the other had watched Lynn set up
her small camp.  An amused smile crossed his rugged face as he
guessed the meaning behind the movements of that sleeping
bag.  After Lynn’s bag ceased movement long enough to convince
the watcher that she was asleep, he turned his attention back to
the white house.  Throughout the night both figures in black
kept a careful watch on the house.


Chapter II


Girl in a Pillory

 


From this side of
the lake, Lynn could see part of the house where one wing neared
the water’s edge.  Most of the house was back from the lake,
hidden in the pine trees, with a brick pathway leading down to a
boat dock.  Two small powerboats, one a twenty-foot cruiser
with a cabin, and two small sailboats formed the small armada tied
to the wooden dock.  They were all on one side; the other side
had cleats but nothing was tied there at the present.

Lynn scanned the
lake carefully through the glasses but found it deserted.  It
was not a large lake, perhaps a mile long and half a mile
wide.  All around, the pines came right down to the water’s
edge, and no other buildings were visible in any direction.

Lynn considered
moving closer, maybe even climbing the fence, to get a better
view.  There was no activity to be seen from this vantage
point, and she was too anxious to sit around waiting for another
jogging party to come marching out.  Returning the binoculars
to their case, Lynn rose to her feet and began looking for trees
and bushes that would provide cover as she closed on the
house.  Suddenly, movement across the lake caught her
eye.  She quickly dropped back to the ground.

Two figures were
walking down the steps to the boat dock.  The binoculars
revealed the lead person to be a man, in his middle thirties, dark
hair, dressed in slacks and a polo shirt.  Behind him walked a
woman cut from the same fabric as the joggers she had seen
yesterday: young, beautiful, and well built.  Also well
bound.  That raised the known slave count to at least four in
Lynn’s mind.  She wondered how many more there could be inside
that large white house.  This one was of medium height,
brunette, and wearing a rather revealing string bikini of flame red
against her cream skin.  Her legs were free but her hands were
crossed and tied behind her.  She wore no gag and, as the man
tossed a small bag into the smaller of the two powerboats, they
seemed to be talking.  The bound girl even smiled at times,
but Lynn thought it looked like a nervous smile.

Lynn followed the
boat across the lake with the binoculars, avidly interested in
where they were going and what they would be doing.  The boat
beached in a small cove to her right where the man helped the girl
out of the boat and they disappeared into the pines.

Was it better to
stay watching the house or to follow these two?  There might
be more chance of seeing something important, something she could
use in a story, at the house.  But this was the only activity
she had yet seen, and she was very curious about what might be
going on in the trees above that cove.  Maybe that girl had
finished being trained as was being taken away, but something
within Lynn told her that was not the right answer.

As she had nearly
made up her mind to follow them, the man returned to the boat and
headed back towards the dock.  The girl was not with him.

Suddenly Lynn was
afraid.  They could not have walked very far into the coverage
of the trees.  What had the man done with the girl? 
Something that needed to be done out of sight of possible prying
eyes?  Maybe he had gotten rid of the girl!  Did white
slavers kill their girls?  Lynn guessed they might, but only
if there was a good enough reason.  After all they were
valuable commodities.  Still, white slavery was heavy
business.  Maybe a girl who could not or did not respond to
training was simply eliminated!

Lynn knew she had to
look, but there was a tingling along her spine and a tight feeling
in her stomach.

It took fifteen
minutes to hike around to the cove, being very careful to not be
visible to any watchers from the house.  Lynn did not make
right for where the boat had been beached.  That cove was too
visible from across the lake and there was nothing there
anyway.  Instead she fixed certain landmarks in her mind and
cut through the trees in a direction she hoped would intersect the
path they had taken.

The girl was not
hard to find.  A short path led right to her from the
cove.  And it was obvious why the man felt safe in leaving the
girl alone.  A small square of concrete had been poured and
two square wooden posts set in it.  Between the posts was a
good, old-fashioned set of stocks.  The brunette was standing
with her head and wrists firmly locked in the stocks.  The
boards were set at a height where she had to bend her head slightly
down but otherwise stand straight.

Lynn approached
carefully but soon realized that the girl could not see her. 
In addition to securing the poor girl’s head and wrists between two
thick pieces of wood, some kind of leather hood had been put over
her head.  Lynn was able to walk right up for a close
look.

The hood was made
from black leather and covered the entire head except for the
nose.  The more Lynn studied it, the more incredible it
became.  There were laces from top, down the back, ending
somewhere around the neck.  The hood seemed larger than it
should have been in the area of the girl’s mouth, until Lynn
realized that there was something inside her mouth under the
leather - some sort of gag.  Lynn was amazed how taut the
leather of the hood had become when it had been laced up, almost
like second skin.  Around the bottom part, encircling the
neck, was a wide leather strap that was secured with a small
padlock in the back, just where the laces disappeared under
it.  Neither Lynn nor the girl, had her hands been free, could
have gotten that hood off without cutting the leather.  Lynn’s
hunting knife was in her backpack, hidden back on the trail, and
this girl obviously did not have any knife with her.

Poor girl, Lynn
thought.  That hood must be uncomfortable, to say the
least.  And it was probably not much fun to have to stand
there with her wrists and neck held tightly in those boards, she
added to herself.  Lynn walked around to check the other
side.  She was right.  There, holding the two thick
boards securely together and to the posts, were two large, very
impressive padlocks.  There would be no freedom for this girl
until someone brought the keys.

Lynn shook her
head.  This was one hell of a way punish a girl!  For
certain, it would become more and more uncomfortable as minutes
turned into hours.  Without having ever seen or even heard of
such a leather hood, Lynn could easily see that the temperature
would rise inside that leather prison until the girl’s head was
sweating and damned uncomfortable, if that was the right
word.  It would be hot and there would be itches that it would
be impossible to scratch, and...  Lynn gave up trying to
imagine.  If the girl was destined to spend very long like
this, and Lynn felt certain the “sentence” was measured in hours,
not minutes, then punishment was a mild word.  Torture was
closer.

Someone really had
it in for her.

Or maybe this was
just part of the training!

The hooded head
lifted slightly.  The girl knew someone was there.  But
she made no attempt to speak through the hood.  Perhaps her
mouth was filled with a gag so that she could not make a sound.
 Lynn shivered at that thought.  Helpless was the word
that sprang to her mind, and she understood it a little better.

Lynn took a deep
breath to calm her nerves and scanned a full circle around her and
the imprisoned girl.  They were still alone.  Then she
considered her options.  There were not many.  She either
tried to free and rescue this girl, or she left her standing in the
stocks, nearly naked and very helpless.  She could return to
her spying of the white house, or get the hell out of the area as
fast as she could and make for the nearest authorities.  But
inside she knew she would not run to the police.  Not until
she had that great story she knew was here.

Taking a couple
steps back, she gave the bound girl another perusal.  For all
practical purposes the girl was naked.  That string bikini
consisted of so little material as to be laughable.  The
bottom part barely covered the pubic area, leaving the girl’s ass
mostly on display.  The top part was two tiny triangles of
fabric, so thin that it molded itself to the shape of the girl’s
nipples and hid nothing.  Lynn even noted that the nipples
were enlarged, rigid.  She supposed it was from fear.

If she was not ready
to go to the police, and if she could not get the girl out of that
pillory...  Then Lynn would have to let the girl stay. 
Simple logic.  She could probably get her hunting knife and
cut off the leather hood, but something told her that might be a
stupid thing to do.  As badly as Lynn would like to ask some
questions and, incidentally, save this girl from future agony, she
did not dare.  Sometime later today the trainee would be
fetched back into the white house.  If the hood and gag had
been cut off, they would know someone was around.  They would
force the girl to tell them who it was and then come looking for
her.

The more she thought
about it the more she became convinced that she did not even want
this girl to know there was someone spying around.  There was
too much chance she would say something, or be forced to say
something.

Better to not even
say some kind words of hope to the helpless girl.  Right now,
she knew there was someone standing there but she did not know
who.  Perhaps she thought it was just the man checking up on
her.  Lynn backed off a few more steps.

Having made the
decision to leave the girl untouched, Lynn now studied the brunette
carefully.  She saw no signs of abuse.  It was a fine
body, the kind that would get this girl all the dates she could
handle back in the city.  That it showed no marks or other
abuse was surprising but not unexpected, upon a little
reflection.  This was merchandise; why damage it?  Lynn
was sure, without even knowing them, that there were ways to hurt a
girl without leaving marks.  Like being left in a pillory for
the day.  And that horrid leather hood!  Lynn
shivered.

Lynn was thinking
hard.  Obviously this girl was not going to be left here
forever; sooner or later someone was going to come to retrieve
her.  But would it be sooner, or would it be later? 
Perhaps she should continue spying on the house rather than waste a
day watching a bound and stationary girl.  Even if this girl
was unlocked soon, Lynn did not think she would learn much from
watching.  Probably they would just take her back across the
lake to disappear into that enigmatic white house.

She was about to
leave the area when she remembered her camera.  It was not a
long hike back to where her pack was hidden, and this girl was not
going anywhere on her own.  Lynn hurried.

All was as before
when she returned.  Setting the F-stop fairly open to allow
for the shadows of the pines, she shot the girl from several
angles.  With a smile, she returned the camera to its
case.  At least the girl had a bikini on; they could use these
for the Sunday Supplement.  Well, maybe with a few tiny black
rectangles to block out the best parts.

Lynn sat down on the
ground ten feet away from the helpless girl.  She was somehow
reluctant to leave.  While not forgetting to keep an eye on
the path from the cove, she watched the imprisoned woman for a
while.

The hooded head
turned now and then as if seeking some confirmation that there was
someone near her, and then it would sag and be still.  The
hands hung limply for the most part.  Occasionally the girl
would shift her weight from one leg to the other.  Once she
even shook her body as if trying to tear the pillory apart. 
It moved not at all; the locks did not even move.  And,
needless to say, that little outburst did nothing to change her
status.

Lynn wondered how
the girl must feel.  What thoughts were going through her
mind?  Did she know how long she was doomed to spend in this
increasingly painful position?  Even if she did, how could she
measure the passage of time?  Or was it even worse?  Had
she not been told of any specific time limit?  For all she
knew, she might stand there for an hour or for a day.  Maybe
the locks would come off only under tomorrow’s sun.

Lynn shivered and
shook her head.  This terrible punishment quickened her
pulse.  In a frightening way it made her excited, literally
sending shivers down her spine, but her reporter’s mind was also
outlining how she would write it up.  It might be terrible for
the nearly naked girl before her, but it would make damned exciting
reading.  Lynn had never fooled herself into thinking the
newspaper she wrote for, or any other for that matter, stood for a
totally honest, facts - only presentation.  She had learned
long ago that a news story with sex and violence sold.  And,
boy, did she have one here!

Lynn sucked in her
breath in sudden, delightful fear.  The girl was shaking her
imprisoned head and hands in a fit of useless rage, but only
pitiful moans softly escaped the black leather punishment hood.

 

* * * *
*

 

Lynn had just
returned to her spy point overlooking the lake and house when she
became aware of a sound that had been slowly growing.  It was
the droning of a small aircraft.  It came in from the west,
circled the lake twice, and then performed its approach along the
length of the lake.  Lynn had taken to the trees to assure
that she would not be spotted.

Knowing a little
about aircraft, Lynn recognized this as a Cessna 180 Floatplane as
its twin pontoons gently touched the water.  The single engine
plane taxied towards the boat dock.  The pilot jumped out to
secure the plane to the empty side of the dock.

There was only one
passenger, a woman.  Through the binoculars, Lynn could see
that she was oriental but very tall, standing a full head above the
male pilot.  Lynn guessed six foot, even allowing for the high
heels.  When the woman turned to look over the lake, Lynn was
able to take a good look at her face.  She was Chinese,
perhaps, but not pure.  There was some other blood mixed in,
but Lynn could not begin to guess what.  But whatever her
genetic background, this was a strikingly beautiful woman. 
Late twenties, full figure and nice legs, dressed in a beige
business suit, the kind sold in shops Lynn could never afford to
visit.  She carried herself with pose and grace, and a certain
air of command few women ever managed.

There was a single
suitcase.  The pilot unloaded it and carried it up to the
house, walking behind the oriental beauty.

So this was how the
girls were taken in and out.  The lake made a perfect landing
field without looking like one.  Lynn would have bet that the
plane had another home somewhere in an out-of-the-way harbor on the
Pacific Ocean, only a few hundred miles west.

But who was this
woman?  The boss?  Maybe.  Lynn smiled.  This
was becoming a better and better story all the time.  The boss
might very well be a Dragon Lady.  And what if that meant
there were international connections?  This was definitely
getting better and better.

For over an hour
Lynn waited and studied the house, but nothing happened.  She
passed the time memorizing the grounds and the layout of the house,
and letting the conviction grow in her mind that all the good stuff
was going on inside the white slaver’s mansion.

Which, of course,
meant that she was going to have to get inside.

She sat with her
back against a tree and argued with herself.  Sure, she could
just turn her evidence over to the police and let them do the hard
work.  And what would that get Lynn?  Probably a line at
the beginning of the police news release: “Following up the tip of
a Tribune reporter, police today...”

No, the real story
was inside that white house and Lynn was going to get it.

It would be
dangerous.  Heaven only knows what would happen if she were
caught.  They might kill her.  Or maybe just make her
into one of the white slaves.  That thought sent a shiver
racing down her back.  That would probably be her fate. 
Lynn knew that she was just as pretty as the girls she had seen
yesterday and her figure would stack up with theirs.  Why
should white slavers waste good merchandise when it came knocking
on their door?  She would be trained and sold before her boss
at the Tribune even knew she was late coming back from her
vacation.  She would be out of the country and disappear as
surely as if her body were at the bottom of that lake.

That thought made
her shiver again.  Where there any bodies at the bottom of
that lake?  Maybe girls who did not take to the
training?  Or maybe sneaky reporters who came sniffing
around?

Well, look at the
brighter side, she told herself.  Maybe a life of white
slavery would not be the “fate worse than death” her mother had
mentioned so many times.

Lynn grinned a hard
grin.  This was the first female reporter to sneak into the
local football team’s locker room and get exclusive interviews in
the shower.  And a lot of date offers.  But the important
part was that they were not dealing with just any girl.  She
was a highly trained and capable reporter.  And a girl who got
what she wanted.

Going back to the
binoculars, she studied the house and grounds again with more
care.  She wanted as much of the floor plan in her memory as
possible when she went in under the cover of darkness that
night.

 

* * * *
*

 

The fence was high
but Lynn made the climb easily.  A minor problem arose when
the camera strap caught at the top, but she freed it and made her
way down the other side.

The last traces of
twilight guided her to the side of the house.  She chose one
of the walled areas adjacent to the house itself because she
thought that it would be easier to get in there than to try walking
in the back door.  The wall was made of large bricks and
uneven enough to give her hand and toe holds as she climbed and
pulled herself up to the top.  Being eighteen inches wide, the
wall provided enough room for her to lie on her stomach and watch
both in and outward.  For a minute she lay frozen there, ears
straining for hint of alarm.  But nothing came over the loud
sound of her own breathing and beating heart.  So far she was
safe.

And she needed that
moment to catch her breath.  Her heart was beating hard and
her whole body was tense with excitement.  “What a rush!” she
told herself.  No wonder people raced cars and climbed
mountains.  Or became spies or thieves.  It was quite
thrilling.

The courtyard below
was about twenty by twenty and was a mini-jungle of tropical
plants.  Thick green ferns vied with plants with huge green
leaves all the way up to the walls.  Only the center was
clear.  A circle only four or five feet in diameter held two
wooden posts set in the bare earth.  Lynn could see that
someone or something was tied to one of the posts, but the dim
light prevented her from seeing any details.

Sliding over the
edge, she lowered herself until hanging by fingertips then dropped
to the ground.  For another minute she froze behind the
shelter of the greenery, listening, hoping to hear no outcry
marking her discovery.  None came.

As quietly as she
could, she approached the posts.  If that was a prisoner tied
to the post, startling her could sound an alarm as surely as any
vigilant guard.

But Lynn’s caution
was unjustified.  Not only was the girl firmly bound to the
post, she was gagged and even had her eyes tightly closed.

Lynn could only
stare.  It was one of the blondes she had seen on the trail,
she was sure of it.  But this time the girl was naked and
definitely not jogging anywhere.  Whoever had tied her wanted
to be sure she could hardly move, let along go marching off.

Lynn studied the
ropes carefully from all angles around the post.  Finally she
figured out how the job had been done.  First the girl had
been backed up against the post and her waist tied firmly to
it.  Then her arms were tied behind the post at both the
wrists and elbows.  The post was too wide to allow the elbows
to be tied touching, but it looked as if the unknown binder had
tried to force them together anyway.  The white cotton
clothesline indented the soft flesh, making escape impossible and
making the naked girl very aware of her bondage.

But that was not
all.  Apparently her legs had been next.  They were tied
with more clothes line at the ankles and above the knees, the
latter being so tight that the rope cut into her flesh.  The
ropes were cinched down and knotted tightly, with not one but
several knots each.  Then more rope had been wrapped around
her body from her neck right down to her shaved pussy.  The
wrappings ended just below the pubic area, but her legs had been
left free of these additional windings.  The effect was that
her torso was welded to the post while her legs, although bound
together, were free from the post.  One of those ball gags
Lynn had seen yesterday filled the girl’s mouth.

Lynn shook her head
in wonder.  Someone had taken a lot of time to secure this
girl so she could hardly move.  Lynn wondered if it was some
kind of punishment, as she had seen with the girl in the pillory,
who, by the way, had spent just over hours in her forest retreat
before being rescued and taken back to the house with her hands
bound behind her and the leather hood still encasing her
head.  Maybe this girl had been standing against this post all
day just as the other girl had been in the pillory until near
sundown.  Or maybe she had just been put here.  Lynn did
not know.

Strange, the type of
punishment they use on girls, she thought.  Lynn had always
thought of punishment as being whipped or burned with a branding
iron, or thumbscrews or something more dramatic like that. 
This was slow punishment and did not seem too severe.  Or was
it?  Maybe it was far more effective than it looked. 
This girl was moaning softly from the strain of constant
confinement.  And this type of punishment would leave
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